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Original Poetry. 



be presumed magistrates would com- 
mit to prison without a probability of 
guilt. After seeing so many let loose 
after every assizes, formed to vice in 
the rank hot-bed of a jail, we cannot 
wonder at the increase of crimes. — 
The old system of punishing has 
eminently failed. It is time to try 
the effects of substituting certainty', 
to severity of punishment. K. 

1NEFF1CACY OF THE PUNISHMENT OF 
DEATH. 

Dr. Rush relates that "The duke 
of Tuscany, soon after the publication 
of the Marquis of Beccaria's excel- 
lent treatise on this subject, abolish- 
ed death as a punishment for mur- 
der. 

A gentleman who resided five years 
at Pisa, informed him that only five 
murders had been perpetrated in his 
dominions in twenty years. The same 
gentleman -added, that after his resi- 
dence in Tuscany he spent three months 
in Rome, where death is still the 
punishment for murder. During this 
short period, there were sixty mur- 
ders committed in the precincts of 
that city. It is remarkable (conti- 
nues the doctor) that the manners, 
principles and religion of the inhabi- 
tants of Tuscany and Rome, are ex- 
actly the same : the abolition of 
death alone for murder produced this 
difference in the moral characters of 
the two nations." 

In the one the punishment was strict- 
ly enforced, but death was not the 
penalty. In the other, the punish- 
ment was in its letter severe, but it 
was evaded, and the sanctuaries screen- 
ed those, whom the laws condemned. 



289 

The hopes of escape counterbalanced 
the dread of a more severe sen- 
tence, K. 

EXTERIOR CEREMONIAL OBSERVANCES 
OFTEN CLOAK KNAVERY. 

In an account of a journey from 
Bengal to England through the northern 
part of India, the author, George 
Forster, relates that on taking up his 
lodging at Akorah, in a mosque, the 
usual place of lodging in that coun- 
try, at the time of evening prayerv 
he was desired by one of the Mol- 
lahs or priests, to prepare himself foe 
the ceremony ; but being fatigued he 
urged in excuse the debilitated state 
of his body ; the MolJah looking at 
him with contempt told him it was 
the more necessary to* pray to obtain 
better health. At midnight a per- 
son endeavouring to take a turban 
t*«om the bed clothes of the travel- 
ler, and being caught by the arm, 
said in a faultering voice, that he 
was the Mollaii of the mosque, and 
from his voice appeared to be the 
one, who had reprehended the neglect 
of prayer. " What think you my 
friend of these Mahomedans .'" ex- 
claims the -writer, " who if they wash 
and pray at five stated times, abstain 
from wine and the flesh of hogs, and 
utter a string of Arabic ejaculations, 
which they do not understand, believe 
that they have procured the Divine 
licence to violate the laws of justice." 
Surely this trait is not peculiar 
to the disciples of Mahomed. — 
Daily observation shows that among 
Christians, a punctilious observance of 
forms, is often a cover for knatery 
or a substitute for honesty. K. 
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MARGARITA. 

* (a version of an ANCIENT IRISH po«m) 

Scene near Gtalway. 
THE breeze of night slept on the mooti- 

* struck waves, 

And rosy morn its rays in ocean laves ; 
My wandering steps inviting to the 

shore, 
Where sooths my care the clashing billows 



*VW. Mte OwensorTs Patriotic Sketcliw, wl.Ji 
p. 43, for the prose translation. 
BELFAST MAC. N«. XXJ. 



Stately, as swans float o'er the surges 

high, 
A distant ship salutes my raptured 

eye } 
The freshening breezes press the swelling 

sails, 
And urge her to the shore in favouring 

fcales ; 
The beach she reaches, and ber active 

crew 
Quickly ber precious lading gire to 

View. 

ID 
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The richest silks of Greece loose floating 

rise, 
Beaming the splendour of a thousand 

dyes ; 
While precious stones that thirsty driufc 

the light, 
Gleam on the dazled eye with radiance 

bright. 
But soon my wandering senses fixed 

rema-n, 
On one fair ohject issuing to the plain ; 
Behind her flows of maids a snowy line, 
In movements gentle, and in air divine ; 
But she that lovely train outshines as 

far, 
A s radiant Hesper dims each lesser star ; 
While her untainted mind its brightness 

beams, 
Through her fine form, and admiration 

claims j 
Diffusing smiles, which thoughts to soft- 
ness move, 
And tune each passing gale to sighs of 

love. 
Down her fair breast, and waist decreas- 
ing small, 
Her wavy locks in parting radiance fall. 
While hafipy rings of gold rejoice to 

deck, 
In fond embrace, her snow surpassing 

neck. 
The blushes of the rose dissolve in bliss, 
While her enchanting cheek they lightly 

kiss: 
Of her scarce parting lips the charms to 

view, 
The dawn delays bis steep course to pur- 
sue. 
Now various thoughts of contemplation 

rise, 
What can brim; down this angel from the 

skies .' 
For not inferior to the angel choir 
To *Margarita rank my thoughts as- 
pire. 
O brightest star of beauty's spreading 

sky ! 
That softly swelling on the gazing eye, 
Dissolves in luxury the sinking soul, 
Subjecting thoughts to your uncheck'd 

controa 1} 
Fair nymph, whose teeth are white as 

polish'd snow j 
Sweetest of branches, which luxuriant 

grow 
From an illustrious race, whose deeds oft 

claim 
The eternal song, and feed the Poet's 

flame ; 
O voice of love, whose tones, which melt 

the heart, 

• Margaret Deane. 



New accents to the listening harp im- 
part; 

When you appear, the sun enfeebled 
shows 

Thy hair, which richer than his noon 
beams glows, 

Happy the man must above all appear, 

Who favoui'd dares thy presence soft 
come near, 

Melt at thy touch, hang on thy kindling 
eyes, 

Or waste his soul for thee in tender sigbs. 

too enchanting look, that first could 

dart, 
Its keen persuasion to my troubled heart, 
With love's bright radiance dim'd my 

aching eyes, 
And made me first the Poet's rapture 

prize. 
Than the famed Helen you art far more 

fair, 
A nd as chaste Dian pure and lovely are ; 
Thy form above Cassandras is arrayed 
In charms, orfGraina's soft eyed maid, 
And over Deirdra's soars, the mild and 

young, 
Whose fame by Erin's bards hat oft been 

sung; 
And yet thy glowing charms unpraised 

remain, 
And all their brilliant splendour shines in 

vain ; 
The lily sues unheard thy neck to grace, 
The rose, to vaunt the blushes of thy 

face, 
Thy waist excels the ermins in its mold. 
Thy tuneful song the stroke of death can 

hold. 
My heart bleeds ever wounded by thy 

eyes, 
My soul dissolves itself in ardent sighs, 
Withered and pale I pining droop forlorn, 
Like flowers the absence of the sun who 

mourn ; 
Like the lone bird on evening's purple 

wave, 

1 solitary sink towards the grave. 

Thy breath alone can warm again my 

heart, 
For it more sweets than mornings can 

impart. 
In vain I fly, thy form pursuesme fleet, 
Thy presence still in solitude I meet. 
In thickest crowds alone I seem to rove, 
Imagination dwells with thee and love. 
Thy spreading locks from Cupid's net 

extend, 
The rose and lily for thy cheek contend, 
Thy accent soft thrills like the melting 

string, 



f Aceiebrated Irish beauty and heroine in the 
reign «t queen Elisabeth. 
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Ahd thy eyesbeam ! Its' power I dread 

to sing : 
Ob happy he ! who from it speeds his 

flight; 
Yet hapless be ! thy charms cant bless 

his sight. Nem— s. 



TO LUCY. 

1 HE moth who round the taper flies 

Unconsciaus of his fearful doom, 

Lured by the bright destruction dies, 

In rushing to a flaming tomb. 

More blessed than I, who know my fate, 

And all my danger plainly view, 

Yet can't from thy loved charms retreat. 

But eager what consumes pursue. 

Enchanting maiden pity lend, 

Those tempting harms from me conceal \ 

Or kind at once my anguish end, 

By letting balmy hope prevail. 

If I am doomed your scorn to prove, 
I envy how the moth expires 5 
I should live racked by slighted love, 
He dies obtaining bis desires. 

Heliotropes 



THE FAREWELL. 

WHITTEN ON LEAVING BUNCRANA, IN BIS 
MAJESTY'S SHIP L' ARGUS, SEP. 1808. 

" The wand'ring streams that shine between the 
hilU, 
The trots that echo to the tinkling rills, 
The dying rales that pant among the trees, 
The lake* that quiver to the curling breeze ; 
No more these scenes my meditation aid." 

POPE. 

Ah ! why will fortune thus our hopes 

undo, 
Why will her frowns our ev'ry step pur- 
sue ? 
Can her relentless soul no pity feel, 
For all our wand'rings round her fickle 

wheel ? 
Will not her breast the softer passions 

move, 
The sigh of friendship, or the charms of 

love ? 
N«, ruthless dame ! for ever changeful be, 
A lover's anguish cannot plead with thee ; 
Friendship may wish, and hope, and sigh 

in vain, 
Yon but enjoy the friend and lover's pain. 
Thus I lamented, as the fresh'ninggale, 
Whistled along and fill'd the spreading 

sail ; 
Sudden I turn'd, as nigh the point* we 

drew. 
But the lov'd spot receded from my view, 
Eager 1 ran, and snatch'd the glass-)- a- 

gain, 
Eager I look'd, butfound I look'd in vain; 



And slowly turning, felt the lab'ring sigh, 
And the full tear half glist'ning in my 

eye, 
Nor did I stop the mite — to friendship 

dear, 
Say can you call it an unmanly tear ? 
'Twas parting caus'd the limpid drop to 

flow, 
And t dont blush to pay the debt I owe. 

Now down the lough the Argus plows^ 

her way, j 

Her hundred eyes}: oft moisteu'd by the ' 

spray, f 

Heedless of what we think, or what we I 

say; J 

Yet as if conscious how her guarded sides, 
Spurn the white foam as swift along she 

glides, 
'Till quite surrounded by old Ocean's 

wave, 
Adieu Buncrana ! was the sigh we gave, 
And as from view the less'uing land de- 

cay'd, 
Gave a last look, and to myself thus said, 
" Wherever Happiness thou may'st dwell. 
Whether with kings, or in the hermit's 

cell, 
Quit thy abode with all thy smiling train, 
Peace, Joy, and Pleasure, and this spot 

attain ; 
Here ev'ry charm of innocence impart, 
And bless the cheerful mind, and gen'rous 

heart, 
Then may we hope for happier days to 

come, 
When wand'riug is no more the Sailor's 

doom.'* J, P. 

TO WOMAN. 

ADD8ESSED TO THE AMtABLB MRS. H. 

O woman ! dear object of love and de- 
light, 
How oft has my lay been inscrib'd to 
thy name, 
With ardour increas'd, my fond rows still 
( plight, 
And give but the tribute thy merits can 
claim. 

With thee in life's path should I joyfully 
tread, 
The frowns of adversity ne'er could ap- 
pal, 
The sweet smile of woman, contentment 
would spread, 
And the moments of happiness ever 
recal. 
When urged by misfortune, and clouded 
by grief, 
We feel the corroding attacks of des- 
pair, 



ft puiu-ee point in Lough Swllly, which when past 
prevents a view of Buncrana. 
t s j>y£UM» 



t Alluding to the heathen mythology. The Ar- 
gus has the image of a peacock, with a hundred 
Cf w painted iu the tail, for the figure head, 



